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with the Swan or burning Sirius, and broad
Orion's whole constellation, red Aldebaran,
Arcturus, and the Northern Crown; with the
morning star, the lightbringer, once now and
then when I saw it, a white-gold ball in the
violet-purple sky, or framed about with pale
summer vapour floating away as red streaks shot
horizontally in the cast A diffused saffron
ascended into the luminous upper azure, The
disk of the sun rose over the hill, fluctuating with
throbs of light; his chest heaved in fervour of
brilliance. All the glory of the sunrise filled me
with broader and furnace-like vrficmcncc of
prayer. That I might have the deepest of soul-
life, the deepest of all, deeper far than all this
greatness of the visible universe and even of the
invisible; that I might have a fulness of soul
till now unknown, and utterly beyond my own
conception.

In the deepest darkness of the night the same
thought rose in my mind as in the bright light of
noontide. What is there which I have not used
to strengthen the same emotion?